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haus" overhanging a miniature canal; and on
approaching a little nearer, the periphery in pro-
file of some robustious burgher.

Among the grand houses pointed out to me
were those of Claes Bakker and Cornelius Bakker,
richly carved and gilded, with flower-gardens and
clipped shrubberies; and that of the Great Dit-
rnus, who, my poor-devil cicerone informed me in
a whisper, was worth two millions; all these were
mansions shut up from the world, and only kept
to be cleaned. After having been conducted from
one wonder to another of the village, I was
ushered by my guide into the grounds and gardens
of Mynheer Broekker, another mighty cheese-
manufacturer, worth eighty thousand guilders a
year. I had repeatedly been struck with the sim-
ilarity of all that I had seen in this amphibious
little village to the buildings and landscapes on
Chinese platters and teapots; but here I found
the similarity complete, for I was told that these
gardens were modelled upon Van Bramm's de-
scription of those of Yuen min Yuen, in China.
Here were serpentine walks, with trellised bor-
ders; winding canals, with fanciful Chinese
bridges; flower-beds resembling huge baskets,
wkh the flower of "love lies bleeding" falling
over to the ground. But mostly had the fancy of
Mynheer Broekker been displayed about a stag-
nant little lake, on which a corpulent-like pinnace
lay at anchor. On the border was a cottage, withio